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Pirates beat Bulldogs in double OT
in last game before
the break. See page
ten for details
School resumes
January 5

Wednesday, December 31, 2008
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First quarter of ‘08 reviewed: chimes are
dedicated, Moores honored, Schultz medals,
new council persons sworn in, PHS royalty
(Editor’s Note: Printed
below are highlights from the
first quarter of 2008 as reported in The Herald-Leader. It is the first of a four part
series. Today we are looking
at January, February and
March 2008.)
January
The Oath of Office was
administered to Larry Moore,
Ross Malcom and Milo Heins
newly-elected members of the
Postville City Council at the
regular meeting of the Council Monday evening.
Outgoing council persons
Leigh Rekow, Tracey Schager
First quarter of 2008 in
photos: (from top left) Jeff
Abbas of KPVL, chimes
dedicated in memory of
Collin Harbaugh, Snitker
and Schultz UIC champs,
Moores receive “Friends of
School” Award, Schultz medals at State, Moore, Malcom
and Heins are elected to City
Council, Donlon and Masnyk are Sweetheart Royalty.

What’s
happening in
and around
Postville.......
City Hall closing for
New Year’s Holiday

City Hall will be closing at noon on December
31st and will be closed all
day January 1 in observance
of the New Year’s Eve and
New Year’s Day Holidays.
The offices will reopen at 9
a.m. on Friday, January 2,
2009.

Monona
563-539-2061

Part of the BIRDNOW DEALERSHIPS
in Monona, Fayette, Cascade, Jesup,
Oelwein & Independence.
Buick, Pontiac, Cadillac, Ford, Lincoln &
Mercury available at our Oelwein location.

We’re
Your Closest
Dealer
If we don’t have
what you’re
looking for, tell us.
We likely have it
at one of our
other locations.
Check
www.BIRDNOW.com
or call Toll Free
1.888.BIRDNOW
(247-3669) for inventory &
more information or
stop by our Dealership!
You’ve got to get to our
place, you’ll like the
way we treat you!

and Marlys Sowers were given plaques and gifts for their
years of service.
Postville Dollars for
Scholars recently received
a grant from the Upper Mississippi Gaming Commission
to be used for scholarships
for Postville High School seniors.
Voters in Allamakee
County joined record numbers throughout the state as
they attended the Presidential
Caucuses in the area. Barack
Obama was the democratic winner in Postville and
throughout Iowa.

Dave Duncklee was appointed to fill the vacancy on
the Allamakee County Board
of Supervisors.
The Postville HeraldLeader was named an official
county newspaper.
Local author Spencer
Lonetree has completed his
second book: Night Sun: The
Journey to Two Fires.
The Postville Pirate wrestlers were the winners of the
Central Tournament in Elkad-

Year in Review

CONTINUED ON PAGE 7

Burglary at Spice ‘n Ice Liquor

On December 27, 2008 the Postville Police Department
responded to the liquor store in Postville in reference to a burglary. Upon further investigation, sometime between 3:30 p.m.
and 7:00 p.m. the suspect broke a window out of the north
door with a large brick. It was reported that money, cigarettes
and several bottles of liquor were taken. The Postville Police
Department is continuing the investigation. The Police Department is asking for the community’s help in possible leads to
the apprehension of the suspect(s). If you should have any information regarding this, or may have heard or seen anything
unusual during the time above, please call the Postville Police
Department at (563) 864-3234.

Bail denied for Rubashkin, see pg. 8

Many Doses of Kindness; A Northeast Iowa Christmas Story, 2008

In our town and our region there are Guatemalan, Mexican,
Eastern European, Palauan, and other immigrants who, because of the May 12 raid and the closing of Agriprocessors, are
struggling mightily to stay warm, fed, and safe. Each day I hear
stories of troubles and injustices, of these people’s resilience
and faith, and of the incredible kindness and generosity shown
to them by the people of NE Iowa. Here is one of those stories.
By Liz Rog
Decorah
Last night I was in bed when the phone rang at 11:30. It was
Juan, the brother of Gabriela, calling from Postville. He said, in
a sad and frightened voice, that Gabriela’s headache was so bad
that she was going crazy, that she couldn’t bear it anymore.
I don’t know what people do about such things as agonizing
headaches, but I knew that since this call for help had come to
me I had to think beyond my own experience and make something happen for her. What do people do when they need help
and have no money? I called the hospital in Decorah to ask for
ideas and learned that they turn no one away. I paused in gratitude for this moment of human justice, the first of many I would
witness this night. I phoned Juan and we made a plan to meet
right away at the entrance to the hospital.
Gabriela has suffered from headaches for five years, ever
since she walked across Guatemala and Mexico with her husband Victor, their three year old daughter Maria, and her brother
Juan. They crossed the Rio Grande though the deep water at
night, with Maria on her father’s shoulders and the Coyote (a
human smuggler who charges $4-7,000 to get undocumented
people across the border to the US) managing the rest. They left
behind their “aldea,” a group of about seven houses deep in the
mountains, where they and their ancestors had lived for generations. The carrots that their families used to grow and sell in the
nearby town no longer brought a price that could sustain their
meager lives. The tin shack that was their home appears, from
the photo Juan showed me one day, to measure about seven feet
by five feet.
Their son Eduardo was born in Postville three years ago.
Victor had the good luck of not being at work the day Agriprocessors was raided, and later to find a different job at a ranch in
Allamakee County. Two months ago when he arrived at work
he walked into a sting operation and since then has been in
Iowa prisons. It is not known how long he will be there. Phone
calls cost 50 cents per minute, the prison is in Cedar County,
Iowa, and Gabriela cannot visit him because she has no legal
ID. Meanwhile, she suffers from these unbearable headaches,
Maria has asthma, and Eduardo has rotting teeth that need to be
extracted. Juan moved in with his sister to help with the children since she is so often incapacitated by her headaches.
They have no income and do not know how they will proceed; to go back to hunger in Guatemala is hard to fathom, and
they don’t have the money to get there anyway. Also, they fear
leaving Victor behind in the prison system, though it is more
than difficult for them to help him in any way, with no money
and the mountainous language barrier. They live day-to-day,
hand-to-mouth, and here in Iowa, winter’s cold and isolation
has just begun.
We met as planned at the hospital entrance, parked our cars
and walked together to the emergency entrance: the four of
them, Eduardo sleeping, Maria wide awake and clinging to her
wincing mother’s hand, a friend of Juan’s, and me. There was
sadness and fear that walked with us. As we approached the
receptionist in the quiet, cavernous entryway, I felt small and

powerless with them; I have rarely been to a hospital, and don’t
feel familiar and knowledgeable in that setting. I’m not used to
going places where I don’t know people’s names and they don’t
know mine. I would need to rally, to put aside my discomfort so
that I could do whatever was needed for Gabriela.
I have to admit, I expected the receptionist to be unkind. I
expected her to frown, at least subtly if not overtly, at the nonpaying customers who dared enter this hospital after already
illegally entering the country. She proved me very wrong, and
I felt my eyes well up at her simple kindness. She showed no
judgment, and she was not bothered by the need for translation
of all she said and heard .Beside the receptionist sat the nurse,
waiting to take us to the examining room, seeming both patient
and eager to help. I melted into their helpful and knowledgeable
hands and began to trust that we were all here to help Gabriela.
The nurse’s name was Diane. Gabriela, Maria, and I went
into the exam room with her. Diane asked if the light bothered
Gabriela’s eyes, and when the response came in the affirmative,
Diane proceeded with her work by dim light, leaning into her
clipboard to see what she was writing. She was slow, gentle,
and kind. You would have wanted her to be your mother: sturdy, wise, and good. Gabriela may have been in no position to
notice, but I did and I know Maria did too. I paused again in
gratitude.
Diane determined that Gabriela would need to change into
a gown, because there were respiratory problems too and the
doctor would need to listen to her lungs. Gabriela preferred to
undress without either of us in the room, so we left and closed
the door. I crouched against the wall just outside the door because there was no chair nearby, and so I heard the whimpering
and crying in the room as she changed…I winced to hear it. I
learned that cries of pain in the Mayan tongue are very different
than those in English speakers, even though there are no words.
I felt that I was hearing something ancient and foreign. And
unspeakably sad.
When she had finished changing, Maria came out to get me.
Her face looked bright and intense. She is eight. I am a mother
and I am a daughter, and I know what she was up to: she was
trying to be strong for her mom, and she was trembling with
fear and sadness. She only cried once the whole night, during
one of the many times when Gabriela banged her head with her
fist, trying to drive the pain away. Maria put her hand between
the fist and the head to soften the blow. Gabriela called out for
her father back in Guatemala. She proclaimed that she couldn’t
go on any more. She cried and cried. Maria stood by her side
through it all.
The doctor came in; it was Dr. Bakken, my old friend! Well,
I guess we’ve never shared a meal or an event, but I think of
him as a friend. He was our family doctor when the girls were
small, his daughter Anna was one of their first babysitters, and
long ago his wife was on the board of directors for the co-op,
where I work. I was so happy to see him walking into the dark
of Gabriela’s room. He knew some Spanish too; what a gift of
respect and kindness to her!
He gently asked her some questions – mostly in Spanish
– and did a simple exam. He told me that most of the pain in
her head seemed to be muscular, which suggested both stressrelated pain and also could be a migraine. He quietly acknowledged, in English for only me to hear, that surely the intense
problems of her life after the raid could be contributing a lot to
this pain. Please note that he was not saying anything remotely
related to “it’s all in her head.” He was wisely naming the con-

nection between mind and body, and at the same time showing
compassion for her plight. He wondered aloud about the beliefs
in Guatemala with regard to mind/body connection, and wished
that he knew so that he could determine if it were appropriate
to talk about it with her. A culturally sensitive doctor that believes in the power of thoughts and feelings to affect our health
– what more could we have asked? Pause with me here again,
in amazement and gratitude.
Maria asked if there might be something to eat. I brought
the question to Diane, and saw her searching her mind to find
a way to say “yes.” When she did say it, I saw proof that I now
trusted and respected her completely: I thought she was about to
offer her own food. As it turns out, there is a small kitchenette
with food for staff, and she asked the paramedic there at the
station to bring the children back there to get some cereal and
juice. He walked Maria, Eduardo and the two men back, and I
accompanied them to translate. I watched in awe as he took every possible step to take care of them: offered them everything
there was to eat, gave choices in cereal and juice, opened boxes
and poured in cereals for them, offered it to the men as well, and
carried it all to the staff breakroom for them. I can’t remember
for sure, but I could almost say that he pulled out the chairs for
each of them – that’s how respectful and attentive he was to
them. And as he and I left them there in the room, he said “you
can just leave the stuff there when you’re finished – I’ll clean it
up later.” I translated those words for the two young Guatemalan men, with their baseball caps on backwards, with faces that
some people expect to see on posters in the post office, and they
said “thank you,” in broken English, and smiled such sweet and
gentle smiles of gratitude. The paramedic smiled back at them.
I sighed and felt my heart shift and murmur again.
Back in Gabriela’s room we awaited the shot of narcotic
and tranquilizer that Dr. Bakken had decided he would give her
to allow temporary relief from the pain. Maria came back, and
Diane came in with the injection. Maria watched it go into her
writhing mother’s hip (I couldn’t), and then we settled in to
wait the 20 minutes it was supposed to take to have effect, after which the pain would be gone for eight hours, allowing her
to sleep some. Diane asked whether she was warm enough or
needed another blanket, and brought in a blanket that had been
warmed. She tucked it around Gabriela, and then Maria climbed
into the narrow bed with her mother and Diane re-tucked them
together.
I left them there alone for a while and went out to talk with
Diane and Dr. Bakken. I told them a little about the family’s
situation: Victor in jail, no income, many days without food,
health problems throughout the family, no English, no prospects back home, no idea what the next day would bring. And,
as always when I tell a bit of their story, I had to stop and note
that this is just ONE family among the hundreds who are our
neighbors in Postville. Just one, whom I happened to have met.
I stopped myself from talking, for I felt I risked saying so much
as to be unbelievable. We stood there in somber silence. Why
do I have this fear that people won’t want to hear too much?
The facts prove that wrong, again and again. People recognize
something in the stories they hear, something that they can understand and care about deeply. People are so good!
I went back in with Gabriela, and Maria left for a while.
Alone with Gabriela, still moaning and begging for relief, I

An Act of Kindness in Northeast Iowa
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Religion

St. Paul Lutheran Church
Postville
Pastor Steve Brackett
Greg Hamm, Family
Ministry
Wednesday, December 31:
8 a.m. Hymn Selection Committee/FH; Morning: Pastor
Steve at Pastor’s Bible Study;
3 p.m. Esther at Grand Meadows Glen; Ofﬁces Closed
Thursday, January 1: Ofﬁces Closed
Friday, January 2: 7 p.m.
Hispanic Bible Study/MR
Saturday, January 3: 5:30
p.m. Casual Worship/FH
Sunday, January 4: 9 a.m.
Cookies and Coffee For Parents; 10 a.m. Christmas Program/Wc; 11 a.m. Reception
with Cookies and Coffee; 11
a.m. Youth Committee/FH;
3 p.m. Hispanic /MR; 8 p.m.
New Hope AA and Alanon/
FH
Monday, January 5: 9 a.m.
Tellers/LB; 3 p.m. Worship
on Cable #13; 7 p.m. Church
Council/FR
Tuesday, January 6: Pastor Steve, Greg and Marsha
Meet
Wednesday, January 7:
Morning: Pastor’s Bible
Study/FR; 2:30 p.m. GSC
Communion Service; 4-5:30
p.m. Conﬁrmation Classes;
5:30 p.m. Bell Choir; 6:30
p.m. Senior Youth/FH; 7 p.m.
Vocal Choir

St. Bridget, Postville
St. Mary, McGregor
St. Patrick, Monona
Pat Melanaphy
Pastoral Administrator
Sacramental Priest
Fr. Richard Gaul
563-873-2611
Mass Schedule
St. Bridget, Postville: Friday, 9 a.m. Mass
Saturday, 7 p.m. Spanish
Mass on the First and Second
Saturday of the Month
Sunday 10 a.m. Mass
St. Mary, McGregor: Saturday, 4:30 p.m. Mass

Thursday, 9:30 a.m. Mass
St. Patrick, Monona; Sunday, 8 a.m. Mass
Wednesday, 7:30 a.m.
Mass
Christmas Eve, December 24: 4 p.m. St. Patrick,
Monona; 6 p.m. St. Bridget,
Postville; 8 p.m. St. Mary,
McGregor
Christmas Day, December 25: 8 a.m. St. Bridget,
Postville; 10 a.m. St. Mary,
McGregor
New Year’s Eve, December 31: 4:30 p.m. St. Patrick,
Monona
New Year’s Day, January
1, 2009: 8 a.m. St. Bridget,
Postville; 10 a.m. St. Mary,
McGregor
Bethlehem-Frankville
Presbyterian
John Hanna,
Regular Worship Times
Bethlehem at 9 a.m.
Choir at 8:15 a.m.
Sunday School at 10 a.m.
Frankville Worship at 11
a.m.
December 31: Bethlehem Invited to New Year’s
Eve Party at Zalmona; Please
Bring a Snack to Share and
Whatever You Would Like to
Drink
Sunday, January 4: 10 a.m.
Sunday School at Bethlehem;
10 a.m. Coffee Hour; 11 a.m.
Worship at Frankville
Sunday, January 4: Epiphany Sunday; 9 a.m. Worship
at Bethlehem; 10 a.m. Sunday School at Bethlehem; 3-6
p.m. Open House at Hanna’s
Zion Lutheran
Castalia
David Lenth
Pastor
Sunday, January 4: 9 a.m.
Worship with Holy Communion and Food Pantry Donations; 10:15 a.m. Sunday
School (Please Note Time
Changes0
Wednesday, January 7:
6 p.m. Zion W-ELCA Board

Don’t Boast
of Our Virtues
It is often tempting to inform others of our virtuous
activities. For many of us, it can be difficult to resist telling
others when we have made a sizable donation or done a
good deed. However, in addition to the fact that most people
are put off by such boasting, there is an even better reason
to avoid this. That is, we should strive to be detached from
our good deeds, because they can be a source of self-serving
pride, and it is all too easy to take more credit than we
actually deserve for such acts of goodness. We should give
the credit to God, and strive to continue doing good works
quietly and without great shows of pomposity. The real
reason to develop our virtues is so that we can genuinely
help our fellow human beings, and in the process, develop
a character which automatically and effortlessly pursues
goodness. So, we should proceed to do our good deeds
quietly, and also remember the admonition of our Lord:
“Beware of the scribes, who like to go about in long robes,
and love salutations in the market places and the best seats
in the synagogues and the
places of honor at feasts,
who devour widows’
houses and for a pretense
make long prayers.”
(Luke 20:46-47) Beware
of practicing your piety
before man in order to
be seen by them; for
then you will have no
reward from your Father
who is in heaven. R.S.V.
Matthew 6:01

I.L. Norplex
Inc.
POSTVILLE, IA

POSTVILLE, IA

Hall Roberts’
Son, Inc.
POSTVILLE, IA

Meeting; 6 p.m. Sunday
School Teacher’s Meeting
St. John Lutheran
Luana
Christopher Staley, Pastor
Watch your bulletin for
announcements
Wednesday,
December
31: 4 p.m. NO Conﬁrmation
Forest Mills Church
United Methodist
Rev. Richard Iles
Sunday, December
Community Presbyterian
Church
Postville
Rev. Gary Catterson
Sunday, January 4: 10 a.m.
Worship; 9 a.m. Deacons
Tuesday, January 6: 6:30
p.m. M and W
Wednesday, January 7:
1:30 p.m. Circle; 6:30 p.m.
Conﬁrmation; 6:30 p.m.
Wednesday Night Class; 7:30
p.m. Choir
Salem United Church of
Christ
Waukon
Pastor Judy Scheer
Check your church calendar for announcements
Norway Lutheran
Marion Lutheran, Gunder
Marshall Hahn, Pastor
Check your church calendar for announcements
Sunday, January 4: 8:45
a.m. Holy Communion at
Norway; 10 a.m. Sunday
School at Norway; 9 a.m.
Sunday School at Marion;
10:15 a.m. Holy Communion
at Marion; Food Shelf Sunday
Tuesday, January 6: 6:30
Pastor’s Epiphany Dinner
Wednesday, January 7:
9:30 p.m. Text Study at Postville; 6 p.m. First Year Conﬁrmation at Norway; 7 p.m.
Second Year Conﬁrmation at
Norway; 8 p.m. Senior Choir
at Norway
West Clermont Lutheran
Pastor Dwight Albers
Check your church calendar for announcements
St. Paul Lutheran
Monona
Allen Bidne, Pastor
Wednesday,
December
31: 6:30 a.m. Men’s Study on
Previous Sunday’s Scripture;
8:30 a.m. Staff Meeting; 5:30
p.m. NO Conﬁrmation Class
Thursday, January 1: Happy New Year; Ofﬁce Closed
Sunday, January 4: 9 a.m.
Worship/ Eucharist; 10:30
a.m. Children’s Christmas
Program (rescheduled)
Tuesday, January 6: 1:15
p.m. Men’s Study
Wednesday, January 7:
6:30 a.m. Men’s Study on
Previous Sunday’s Scripture;
8:30 a.m. Staff Meeting; 5:30
p.m. Conﬁrmation Class; 6
p.m. Stephen Ministry Leaders; 7 p.m. Stephen Minister
Training and Supervision

POSTVILLE, IA

Postville
Herald-Leader
POSTVILLE, IA

East Clermont Lutheran
Clermont, Iowa
Check your bulletin and
calendar for announcements

Wednesday,
December
31: Swedish Meatballs, Parsley Diced Potatoes, California
Medley, Bread/ Margarine,
Cookie, Milk
Thursday, January 1: No
Senior Meal Site; New Year’s
Day
Friday, January 2: Baked
Pork Chop, Baked Beans,
Tossed Salad, Dressing,
Bread/ Margarine, Cherry
Crisp, Milk
Monday, January 5: Oven
Fried Chicken, Mashed Potatoes, Chicken Gravy, Diced
Beets, Bread/ Margarine, Applesauce Bark, Milk
Tuesday, January 6: Crispy
Baked Fish, Parsley Potatoes,
Broccoli Cuts, Bread/ Margarine, Fresh Fruit, Milk
Wednesday, January 7:
Spaghetti, Tossed Salad with
Dressing, French Bread, Margarine, Ambrosia, Milk
Meals are served at 12
noon in the Grand Meadows
Glen Dining Room Call 563864-3641 by 3 p.m. the day
before you plan to eat with
the seniors.

Veterans Memorial
Hospital, Waukon
Admissions:

December 22: Richard L.
Schulte, Dorchester
December 22: Walter
Johnson, Waukon
December 23: Edna
Elsheimer, New Albin
December 24: Florence
Waters, New Albin
December 25: Henry
Rissman, Lansing
December 25: Carolyn
McKee, Waukon
December 26: Joanne
Lier, Waterville
December 27: Viola Ellingson, Waukon

Discharges:

December 22: Michelle
Scott and Baby Boy, Postville
December 22: Jamie Fisk
and Baby Girl, Cresco
December 22: Joseph
Carroll, New Albin
December 24: Patricia
Wilkes and Baby Girl Waukon
December 24: Richard
Schulte, Dorchester
December 24: Cheryl Nagel, Waukon
December 26: Henry
Rissman, Lansing

Births:

December 22: A Baby
Girl was born to Steven and
Patricia Wilkes of Waukon

Clean Sweep

Sale!

3 Days Friday, Jan. 2 –
only! Sunday, Jan. 4
10am-5pm Fri & Sat.
12- 4pm Sun.

FreepuGrcihfatse

with

over $30

$25

Hundreds of
Bolts of Fabrics

priced $1.99-$5.99/yd.
Buy two
patterns at
50% Off,
Get a third
pattern
FREE!!

www.YellowBirdArt.com

563-538-4350

Word for Word: Allamakee County Pastors’
Ponderings: Don’t put the Christmas spirit
away with the holiday decorations

Postville Senior
Mealsite
Grand Meadows
Glen Dining Room

Get yourself to Yellow Bird Art’s

Complete Phillips 66
Service
POSTVILLE, IA

Living Faith United
Methodist Parish
Dennis Gilbert Pastor
Check your bulletin and
calendar for announcements

Economy Got You D
Down
Do
Down?
oow
wn?
wn?
FORGET ABOUT IT!

Home Oil Co.

Luana Savings Prairie AgriBank
Enterprises, Inc.
Member FDIC

www.postvillenewspaper.com

50%
Off

Select
Books
& Quilt
Kits
201 Main
Street,
Lansing
Iowa

Msgr. Ed Lechtenberg
Waukon
St. Patrick’s Church
A blessed new year, dear
friends!

Story of Kindness
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searched for something to do
to help her. I tried everything
I knew and also didn’t know: I
massaged her feet and hands,
soothed her face, tried pulling
away the pain with my hands
and mind, sang to her, and
prayed for her. I even asked
her permission to pray out
loud for her, something I have
never done before. There was
nothing else to do but keep
caring in whatever way came
to my heart.
Eventually she calmed
down. Maria was back in the
room by then, and we sat there
whispering together, holding
Gabriela’s hands. Maria told
me that she speaks Norwegian.
“Really!” I said, not believing her because I know she’s
from Postville, not Decorah!
But then she said it: “Velkommen.” I asked her where she
learned to say that, and found
that just today her 2nd grade
school class had gone to the
Vesterhiem museum. She told
me with great enthusiasm
about her ﬁrst impressions of
trolls, and wondered how to
say “troll” in Spanish.
Do I have to ﬁgure out how
to tell you the signiﬁcance of
sitting in the dark in a sterile
but friendly hospital room
with this little Guatemalan
girl, with her beginning English skills, saying “Welcome!”
in Norwegian, the language of
one of the last great waves of
immigrants who came to this
corner of Iowa? Can we envision what the future will be
here for these Guatemalans
who, for many of the same
reasons as the Norwegians,
risked all to come to this foreign place? Will we ever be
able to see clearly what possibilities for friendship and
mutual enrichment were eliminated by the May 12 raid?
Will Maria come anywhere
close to realizing her eightyear-old dream of learning to
speak English and ﬁnishing
school, much less of becoming a doctor? How can there
be any justice for her, either
here or in Guatemala?

SALE EVERY
THURSDAY
9:30 A.M. Selling: Fat Cattle,
Feeders, Market
Cows, Veal Calves and Dairy Cattle

SPECIAL FEEDER
CATTLE SALES
Every 2nd & 4th
Wednesday Morning

Selling Farm Fresh Feeder Cattle

NORTHEAST IOWA
SALES COMMISSION
Waukon, Iowa

For more information

563-568-4501
Gary Whittle, Mgr. 563-379-3767
Dan Treangen 608-434-4045
Lyle Mohwinkle 563-380-4954

UPCOMING FEEDER SALES
January 14 & 28

Upcoming Slaughter Sale
January 1

Special Stock Cow Sale
Tuesday, Jan. 20 • 1 pm

I liked the remark in “The
Family Circle” when the
little boy says to his mother,
“Grandma says when we put
away the Christmas things we
shouldn’t put the Christmas
spirit away with them.” Isn’t
that a thought to live by and
practice?
At the Allamakee Ecumenical Christmas Concert,
we were directed by James
H. Bieber, assisted by Adrienne Gerst, in singing a carol
collage commissioned for
the 2007 St. Olaf College
Christmas Festival. In this
carol, one choir kept asking
a haunting question and the
second choir kept answering
the question.
Choir One: Why did He
come?

Choir Two: He came down
that we might have hope.
Choir One: Why did He
come?
Choir Two: He came
down that we might have joy.
Choir One: Why did He
come?
Choir Two: He came down
that we might have love.
Then both choirs together
proclaimed, “Yes, hallelujah!
(Praise ye the Lord!) Forever
more!”
During ‘09 let’s not just
sing it - let’s live it. Bring
hope, bring joy, bring love
to the world. Let’s start right
here in Allamakee County. If
we do just that, it will be a
blessed new year. Amen.
Msgr. Ed Lechtenberg
Waukon

Diane came in, ready to
administer a small additional
dose of the drug since in 45
minutes Gabriela still had no
relief. She found us there in silence, with Gabriela sleeping,
and so there was no need for
another injection. She and Dr.
Bakken told us that when we
were ready Gabriela should
get dressed and go home to
bed. We woke her and Diane
asked her permission to help
get dressed. Gabriela was dizzy, but more calm. Diane put
her into the wheelchair to take
her out to the car. Dr. Bakken
leaned close to her and said
in Spanish that he hoped she
would feel better, and that he
wished her well. He ﬁnished
with a warm “Feliz Navidad”
– Merry Christmas. This may
seem an odd thing to say to a
person half-asleep and half in
agony, but I took note to remember such a simple thing
to say at a time like this. Maybe a little normality, a little
imagining of a bright pleasure
based on pleasant memories,
could bring some small measure of comfort.
We began moving toward
the car, a small procession
through an otherwise vacant
emergency room. We were
still a sad group, but we were
also changed by the three
hours of complete care that
had been freely and lovingly
given. As we passed through
the last door out of the hospital, Diane, pushing the wheelchair, leaned over to me and
whispered a question: would
it be ok if she gave Gabriela a
little money?
My reply was delayed as
I took in what was happening and caught my breath: the
nurse was going to give some
of her money to this stranger
whom she would probably
never see again. “Oh yes…”
I said, haltingly, not wanting
to seem too enthusiastic, not
wanting to embarrass her or
call attention to her goodness
in the way that would come
naturally to me. I tried to become invisible, to not notice
what happened, to let it be
between Diane and Gabriela,
though neither spoke a word
of each other’s language, and
it was dark, and Gabriela was
hardly there.
But I did see. I saw, just as
Juan reached to help Gabriela
out of the wheelchair, Diane
stuff into Gabriela’s limp hand
a wad of bills that she had
ready in her own hand. I don’t
know what it was that took
me over the edge – the quick
motion of Diane’s hand as it
touched Gabriela’s, or the fact
that I could see that they were

$20s, not singles as I suppose
I had imagined they might be.
Or maybe it was the accumulation of three hours of stories
of good people helping, which
were overﬂowing in my heart
and mind as I tried to remember them all for you - from
the original miracle that they
could take her in, to the warm
receptionist, to the dim lights,
to the good Diane, to the gentle Spanish speaking doctor,
to the cereal and juice friend,
to the Christmas greeting…
At the moment I saw the
bills slipped into Gabriela’s
hand, a cry came up from my
heart and moved out through
my body in the form of a wail.
I knew that there was more
coming, because it was throbbing and pulsing up though me
in the ancient way that has no
language other than tears and
cries. I didn’t want to frighten
the children so I turned away,
hiding behind the brick pillar there and crying into my
ﬁst. So much beauty, so much
pain. So much suffering, so
much kindness.
They drove off in the dark
toward Postville, and I stood
there watching the receding
lights, knowing this: we have
such potential to take care
of each other! But I want to
know, what is the formula that
came together here and now,
in a little hospital and also in
our wider community in rural
Iowa, so that in spite of all the
rhetoric about “illegal people,” we can still recognize
our common humanity with
Guatemalan peasants?
Dr. Bakken knew the
proper dosage of narcotic and
sedative that Gabriela needed to help her through this
night. To be effective against
the sickness caused by fear,
stress, trauma, pain, hunger,
and generations of suffering,
what is the necessary dose of
kindness? How many will it
take to save Gabriela and her
family from hopelessness?
And for how long can we
make do with these painkillers and tranquilizers, before
we ﬁnally offer the surgery of
policy change - the immigration reform that’s desperately
needed?
The good deeds we do ring
out into the universe, whether
they are seen or invisible. We
all know this. But now we
need them to ring out faster,
stronger, louder. There are so
very many people doing kind
things for our dear neighbors;
if we share the stories that we
know, they will reverberate in
us and call forth even more.
Tell the stories of what you
have seen.

